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A  New Year’s Dance at the X  I T.
Gladys was sitting alone before the fire trying hard to force, 

down a big lump that would rise in her throat Tomorrow was 
New Year’s day, and day after tomorrow go back to school and 
to the old grind. She was home from college for the Christmas 
holiday, and had had such a glorious time she simply couldn’t go 
back.

“ Got a letter for you, Glad,”  said a big, boyish voice, and 
her brother entered, waving a letter before her. “ And it’s in a 
man’s handwriting, too. Hurry up and open it and let’s see 
whose heart you’ve smashed now.’ ’

Tom—whose true name was Frank—although he was 
three years the younger, had always been his sister’s play
fellow and confidant, and they had never been apart until 
Gladys went away to college. But this separation only male 
them nearer to each other.

Slowly Gladys opened the letter and glanced at the sig
nature. Then her eyes began to sparkle.

“ It’s from A1 Denby,”  she said. “ And. oh Tom. just listen 
to this!”

“ Dear Miss Gladys:—We boys are giving our annual dance 
and, as it’s our last, we’re trying to make it the best. It won’t 
be complete if you aren’t there, so you’ll come, wont’ you? It’s 
to come off New Year’s eve so that you can come. Bring as 
many of your friends as you want,— the more the meirier. 1 sup
pose you’ve heard the XIT is going to sell out and quit for good 
in the spring?

Sincerely your friend,
AL DENBY.

“ Glad, you’re a brick and no mistake! Fellows don’t know 
what they’re missin’ when they ain’t got you for a sister,”  
and catching her around the waist. Tom whirled her around 
the room till her head swam.

The cause of their glee was this: A1 Denby was foreman 
of the XIT, one of the very large cow-outfits which had held its 
own since the days of the cattle king, and the annual dance 
given by the X I T boys had always been the biggest social 
event of the year in that sparsely-settled country.


